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little blue figure squirmed through the line and emerged with
the proper sheet. Then the central police station next door
for the control stamp of approval. This was the rub. The
lieutenant would have to see the message in French and
English both, approve it for transmission. I sat down and
wrote my cable : AFTER TALKING FUTURE OVER WITH HIS
VISITING COUSINS GRANDPA AT MIDNIGHT SUNDAY FIRED HIS
SOUTHERN CORRESPONDENT SANDY FOREVER. SPEAK LOUD
AND THEN BLOW NOSE.
Of course, what I was saying to the United States was
that Petain had let out the African general, gone the whole
distance, the night before. This was a scoop. Shout it !
It would be denied, there would be a chorus of noes. Blow
them, blow the denials aside, no matter wrhat any one said.
But I could not figure how to pin it on Abetz, how to say
and emphasize in this cc cryptic," as such wires are called,
that it was he who did it. I just couldn't work Abetz into
the wire as I sat there writing at the little desk in the police
station. If the lieutenant ever spotted an important name
in the message, I was through. Finally, it occurred to me to
sign the Nazi's name at the end, use a descriptive little
three-letter prefix that would bury the telltale letters of his
name and at the same time tell a story of its own. I signed
my cablegram : SOBABETZ.
I held my breath while the policeman read it. He
glanced at me and the little boy. His visa stamp poised in
his raised right hand. He stamped the wire. I turned slowly
and walked out to the street. Then I ran.
" Urgent," I said to the girl at the cable cage.
" Cost a thousand francs," she said. For that much,
couldn't I see it go ?
" Yes," the girl smiled, the operator would send it now
and if I wanted to, all I had to do was look behind her in
the cage. A man threw his key. I heard him signal the
relay at Bordeaux.
" Pfft," he whistled a few seconds later.  " It go."
I went directly from the cable office to the airport, left
Lyon at noon. I picked up the southbound Lufthansa
International plane for Marseilles and Barcelona. For
nearly two hours we flew over forests, vineyards, the chateau
country of unoccupied France. Such lovely country but so
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